The TrageSe of Htmlet 

Of his trucftafc, 

X^ee. Didhcrecciucyouwell? 

%pf. Mofl tike a gentleman. 

But with much forcing of his difpontion* 

Rof Niggard ofquenion, but ofourderaaundt 
Mofl frccin his reply. 

^^ee. Didyouaflay hinitdany paflime? 

Bof. Maddam, it (b fell out that ccrtaine Players 
Wfrorc-raught on the way, of tbefc we told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind ofioy 
To hcare of it : they are hcerc about the Court, 

And as I thinkc, they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Poi. Tismontriic, 

And he befeecht me to intreatyour MaicRits 
To hcare and fee the matter. , 

King. With all my hart, 

And it doth much content me 
To hcare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen giue him a further edge. 

And dnoe his purpofc into thefc delights. 

Rof. We fhall my Lord. Exeunt Kef. 

Ktng. Sweet ^er/y<rr^yleauc vs two, 

For we haue clofcly fent ibr Hamlet hether. 

That he as t’wcrc by accedent, may hccre 
Affront Ophelia) her father and my felfe, . ’ 

Wcc’lefobeflbw our felucs, that feeing vnfeene, ■ 

We may of their encounter franckly iudge. 

And gather by him as he is behau’d, 

Ift be th’affliff ion of his louc or no 
That thushefufFers for. ■ ' 

^uee. I Rial! obey you. ' 

And for your I doe wifh ; 

That your good Beauties be the happy caufc 
Of Hamlets wildnes'; fo fhall I hope your vertucs, 

Will bring him to his wonted way againc^ 

To both your hohours. < 

Maddam, I yvifh it may. ' • 

Pol, walkc you hscrcj graciousfbpleafeyoU; 


I. - 

t.-, 

r 




E 






Prince of benmAxhe* 

•MTe will beftow out felues 5 readc on this bookc, 

-nat fhow of fuch an cxcrcife may cidlout 

Your lovylines 5 wc are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much proou’d. that with dcuotions vifagc 

And pious aftion, we doc fugar ore 
The deuill himfclfe. ... 

O tis too true, , , . • ' r • 

How fmart a lafh that fpecch doth giue my confcicncc 
The harlots chcckc beautied with plaftringart. 

Is not more ougly to the thing that helps it,^ , , . 

Then is my deede to roy moft painted word s 
Oheauy burthen. 

Enter Hamlet, 

Pel. I hearchim comming, vyitb-draw roy Lord. 
Ham. To be. or not to be, that is the queRion, 
Whether tis nobler in the mindc to fuffet 

The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armes againR a fca of troubles, 

And by oppofing, end them, to die to fleepe - 

No more, and by a fleepe, fo fay wc end 
The hart-akc, and the thoufand naturaill Ihocks 
That flclh is heire to 5 tis a confuraaticn 
Deuoutly to be wiflit 10 die to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame, I thcre^s the rub, . ~ 
For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come 
When wc haue fliuffled off this mortall coylc r 
Mufl giue vs paufe, there’s the rcfpcfl: 

That niakes calamine, of fb .long life : 

For who would bcare the whips andfcorDCS oftimc, 
Th’oppreflbrs wrong, the proude tnans confumcly^ 
The pangs of dcTpiz’d louc, the lawes delay. 

The infolence of office, and the fpurncj . 

That patient merritofth’vn worthy takes, , 

When he himfelfc might bis quictas make , _ . ; - 

With a bare bodkin *, who would fardels beare, . 
To grunt and fweat vnder a wcarie life. 

But that the dread of fbmething after death. 

The vndifeouef d country, from whofeborne 
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